-often searing ل‎ f from “Agha 
- Shahid Ali's response to Kashmir’s agony. 
But this is poetry whose appeal is 
universal, its voice unerringly eloquent. A 

marvelous achievement. 
— EDWARD SAID 
Translucent elegies 'for the city that is 
leaving forever (Srinagar) from one of its 
sons, who happens to be one of America's 
finest younger poets. 
JOHAN ASHBERY 
Shafi Shuaq (1950-) Poet, critic linguist, did 
his M.A., M.Phil and Ph. D in English from 
the University of Kashmir and teaches 
there. Author of several books, Shauq writes 
in Kashmiri, English, Hindi and Urdu. 
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۱ With an unspun thread ۱ tow the barge across the ocean; 


O would God make me reach the shore; 
As water oozes out from unbaked earthen vial, 


My soul yearns to reach its abode. 
| Lal Dyad (14th century) Tr. Shafi Shauq 
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The Half-Inch Himalayas 
1987 
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Postcard from Kashmir 


Kashmir shrinks into my mailbox, 


my home a neat four by six inches. 


I always loved neatness. Now I hold 


the half-inch Himalayas in my hand. 


This is home.And this the closest 
I'll ever be to home. When I return, 
the colors won't be so brilliant, 

the Jhelum's waters so clean, 

so ultramarine. My love 


so overexposed. 


And my memory will be a little 
out of focus, in it 

a giant negative, black 

and white, still undeveloped. 


(for Pavan Sahgal) 
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A Lost Memory of Delhi 


I am not born 
it is 1948 and the bus turns 


onto a road without name 


There on his bicycle 
my father 


He is younger than I 


At Okhla where I get off 
I pass my parents 


strolling by the Jamuna River 
My mother is a recent bride 


her sari a blaze of brocade 


Silverdust parts her hair 
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She doesn't see me 


The bells of her anklets are distant 


like the sound of china from 


teashops being lit up with lanterns 
and the stars are coming out 


ringing with tongues of glass 


They go into the house 
always fade in photographs 
in the family album 


but lit up now 
with the oil lamp 


I saw broken in the attic 
I want to tell them I am their son 


older much older than they are 


I knock keep knocking 
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but for them the night is quiet 
this the night of my being. 
They don't they won't 


hear me they won't hear 
my knocking drowning out 


the tongues of stars 


A Dream of Glass Bangles 


Those autumns my parents slept 
warm in a quilt studded 

with pieces of mirrors 

On my mother's arms were bangles 
like waves of frozen rivers 

and at night 

after the prayers 

as she went down to her room 

I heard the faint sound of ice 
breaking on the staircase 
breaking years later 


into winter 
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our house surrounded by men 
pulling icecles for torches 


off the roofs 


rubbing them on the walls 
till the cement's darkening red 


set the tips of water on fire 


the air a quicksand of snow 
as my father stepped out 


and my mother 


inside the burning house 
a widow smashing the rivers 


on her arms 
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Snowmen 


My ancester, a man 

of Himalayan snow, 

came to Kashmir from Samarkand, 
carrying a bag 

of whale bones: 

heirlooms from funerals. 

His skeleton 

carved from glaciers,his breath 
arctic 

he froze women in his embrace. 
His wife thawed into stony water, 
her old age a clear 


evaporation. 


This heirloom, 


his skeleton under my skin, passed 
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from son to grandson, 
generations of snowmen on my back. 
They tap every year on my window, 


their voices hushed to ice. 


No. they won't let me out of winter, 
and I've promised myself, 

even if I'm the last snowman, 

that I ll ride into spring 


on their melting shoulders. 


Crackeo Portraits 


My grandfather's painted grandfather, 
son of Ali, a strange physician 
in embroidered robes, a white turban, 


the Koran lying open on a table beside him 
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| look for prayers 
in his eyes, for inscriptions 
in Arabic. 
I find his will: 
He's left us plots 
in the family graveyard. 
KY 
Great-grand father? A sahib in breeches. 
He simply disappoints me. 
his hands missing in the drawing-room photo 
but firm as he whipped the horses 


or his servants. 


He wound the gramaphone to a fury, 

the needles grazing Malika Pukhraj's songs 
as he, drunk, tore his shirts 

and wept at the refrain 

"I still am young." 

YO X 
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Grandfather, a handsome boy, 

sauntered toward madness 

into Srinagar's interior. 

In a dim-lit shop he smoked hashish,reciting verses of 
Sufi mystics. 


My father went to bring him home. 


As he grew older, he moved toward Plato, 
mumbling " philosopher-king", 
Napoleon on his lips. 

Sitting in the bedroom corner, 

smoking his hookah, he told me 

the Siberian snows 


froze the French bones. 


In his cup, 
Socrates swirled. 


ww x 
I turn the pages 
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see my father holding a tennis racquet, 
ready to score with women, 


brilliance clinging to his shirt. 


He brings me closer to myself 
as he quotes Lenin's love for Beethoven, 


but loses me as he turns to Gandhi. 


Silverfish have eaten his boyhood face. 
X WK 
Cobwebs cling 
to the soundless 
words of my ancestors. 
No one now comes from Kandahar, 
dear Ali, to pitch tents by the Jhelum, 
under.autumn maples, 
and claim descent from the holy prophet. 
Your portrait is desolate 


in a creaking corridor. 


(for Agha Zafar Ali) 
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see my father holding a tennis racquet, 
ready to score with women, 


brilliance clinging to his shirt. 


He brings me closer to myself 
as he quotes Lenin's love for Beethoven, 


but loses me as he turns to Gandhi. 


Silverfish have eaten his boyhood face. 
* XX 
Cobwebs cling 
to the soundless 
words of my ancestors. 
No one now comes from Kandahar, 
dear Ali, to pitch tents by the Jhelum, 
under.autumn maples, 
and claim descent from the holy prophet. 
Your portrait is desolate 


in a creaking corridor. 


(for Agha Zafar Ali) 
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Story of a Silence 


While her husband 


thumbed through Plato, spending 
the dialogues 


like a pension, 
in whispers,his inheritance lost, 


his house 


taken away, 
my grandmother worked hard, harder 


than a man 
to earn 
her salary from the government and 


deserve 


her heirloom 


of prayer from God.When he slept, /she leafed 
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through 
his dreams: she wasn't in any 


of them 


and he 
was just lying on the river's warm 


glass,thousands 


of him 
moving under him.He was nothing 


when he woke, 


only his own 
duplicates in her arms.Years later 


she went 
into the night, 


in one hand the Koran, in the other 


a minaret 
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of fire.She 


found him sleeping, his torn Plato, his 


pillow, the fire's 


light a cold 
quilt on him. She held him as only 


a shadow must 


be held. But 
then the darkness cracked, and 


he was gone. 


Prayer Rus 


Those intervals 
between the day's 


five calls to prayer 
the women of the house 


pulling thick threads 


through vegetables 
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rosaries of ginger 
of rustling peppers 


in autumn drying for winter 


in those intervals this rug 
part of Grandma's dowry 
folded 


so the Devil's shadow 
would not desecrate 


Mecca scarlet-woven 


with minarets of gold 
but then the sunset 


call to prayer 
the servants 


their straw mats unrolled 


praying or in the garden 
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( for Begum Zafar Ali) 


in summer on grass 
the children wanting 


the prayers to end 


the women's foreheads 
touching Abraham's 


silk stone of sacrifice 


black stone descended 
from Heaven 


the pilgrims in white circling it 


this year my grandmother 
also a pilgrim 


in Mecca she weeps 


as the stone is unveiled 
she weeps holding on 


to the pillars. 
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The Season of the Plains 


In Kashmir,where the year 
has four,clear seasons,my mother 


spoke of her childhood 


in the plains of Lukhnow,and 
of the seasons in iteself, 


the monsoon ,when Krishna's 


flute is heard on the shores 
of Jamuna.She played old records 


of the Banaras thumri-singers, 
Siddhesshwari and Rasoolan,their 


voices longing, when the clouds 


gather, for that invisible 
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blue god. Separation 
can't be borne when the rains 


come: this every lyric says. 


While children run out 
into the alleys, soaking 


their utter summer, 


messages pass between lovers. 
Heer and Ranjha and others 


of legends, their love forbidden, 


burned incense all night, 
waiting for answers.My mother 


hummed Heer's lament 


but never told me if she 
also burned sticks 


of jasmine that, dying 
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kept raising soft necks 
of ash. I imagined 


each neck leaning 
on the humid air. She only 


said: The monsoons never cross 


the mountains into Kashmir. 


CC-0. Kashmir Treasures Collection at Srinagar. 


43 
Digitized By eGangotri 


ei et تمي رکرو بر ظون‎ sS e 


vih» Un كر‎ a 


۶ 


Digitized e eGangotri 


M teu quat, جنا‎ arr 
Sabet زس مرا‎ 987 
زاكر ذا شرف صو زاش ف ناونذ ركس آمو‎ 

-A FU Ap Wei 


CC-0. Kashmir Treasures Collection at Srinagar. 


Digitized By eGpagotri 


E دا اورا‎ 
۶ 
THE CONTRY WITHOUT 
A POST OFFICE 


CC-0. Kashmir Treasures Collection at Srinagar. 


E 


Digitized By eGangotri 
46 


Farewell 


At a certain point I lost track of you. 
They make a desolation and call it peace. 
When you left even the stones were buried: 


The defenceless would have no weapons. 


When the ibex rubs itself against the rocks,who collects 
its fallen fleece from the slopes? 

O Weaver whose seams perfectly vanished, who weighs 
the hairs on the jeweler's balance? 

They make a desolation and call it peace. 


Who is the guardian tonight of the Gates of Paradise? 


My memory is again in the wav of your history. 
Army convoys all night like the desert caravans: 


In the smoking oil of dimme headlights, ime dissolved 
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. .allwinter its crushed fennel. 
We can't ask them: Are you done with the world? 
In the lake the arms of temples and mosques 


are locked in each other's reflections. 


Have you soaked saffron to pour on them when 
they are found like this centuries later in this 
country I have stitched to your shadows? 
In this country we step out with doors in our arms. 
Children run out with windows in their arms. 
You drag it behind you in lit corridors. 


If the switch is pulled you will be torn from everything. 


At a certain point I lost track of you. 

You needed me. You needed to perfect me: 

In your absence you polished me into the Enemy. 
Your history gets in the way of my memory. 


I am everything you lost. You can't forgive me. 
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I am everything you lost.Your perfect enemy. 


Your memory gets in the way of my memory: 


I am being rowed through Paradise 
on a river of Hell: 
Exquisite ghost, it is night. 
The paddle is a heart; it breakes the porcelain waves: 
It is still night. The paddle is a lotus: 
I am rowed asit withers__toward the breeze which 
is soft as if it had pity on me. 
If only somehow you could have been mine, what 
wouldn't have happened in this world? 
I'm everything you lost. You won't forgive me. 
My memory keeps getting in the way of your history. 
There is nothing to forgive. You won't forgive me. 
I hid my pain even from myself; I revealed my pain 
only to myself. 
There is everything to forgive.You can't forgive me. 
If only somehow you could have been mine, 
what would not have been possible in the world? 


(for Patrica O' Neill) 
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1 See Kashmir from New Delhi at 


Midnight 


Now and in time to be, 
wherever green is worn,... 
A terrible beauty is born. 


__W.B.YEATS 


1 
One must wear jeweled ice in dry plains 
to will the distant mountains to glass. 
The city from where no news can come 
is now so visible in its curfewed night 


that the worst is precise: 


From Zero Bridge 
a shadow chased by searchlights is running 
away to find its body. On the edge 


of the Cantonment, where Gupkar Road ends, 


it shrinks almost into nothing, is 
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nothing by Interrogation gates 

so it can slip,unseen, into the cells: 
Dripping from a suspended burning tire 
are falling on the back of the prisoner, 


the naked boy screaming, "I know nothing" 


2 
The shadow slips out, beckons Console Me, 
and somehow there, across five hundred miles, 
I'm sheened in moonlight, in emptied Srinagar, 
but without any assurance for him. 
On residency Road, by Mir Pan House, 
unheared we speak: ' I know those words by heart 
(you once said them by chance): In autumn 
when the wind blows sheer ice, the chinar leaves 


fall in clusters__ 


one by one, otherwise.” 


" Rizwan, it's you, Rizwan, it's you," I cry out 


CC-0. Kashmir Treasures Collection at Srinagar. 


55 
Digitized By eGangotri 


get تام «اتان اتان‎ vibe v uh 
v foh ue پر‎ ura 

Sitesi Sess‏ رآ ریم 

کر وان JU yc‏ نير 
gie‏ ۓ نو ut uk‏ ہے“ 

2 

ڑھاے gui "s‏ ت نادلایان: ےب دک تو 
ع dp gh‏ 

ur‏ € نان 

s‏ رر ر 

دیکات بے ہہ 

ری ڈحی روڈ edt‏ پان پک نل 
X iUd f fe Uu 977971‏ 
LIAA)‏ ڑے یم Ce‏ 

Ub 

Utes z JKR 6 سيل واو‎ 
-ub Por 

VÀ Bunt 

(id AL tite" 


CC-0. Kashmir Treasures Collection at Srinagar. 


56 
Digitized By eGangotri 


as he steps closer,the sleeves of his phiren torn. 
"Each night put Kashmir in your dreams," he says, 
then touches me, his hands crusted with snow, 


whispers, "I have been cold a long, long time." 


3 
"Don't tell my father I have died," he says, 
and I follow him through blood on the road 
and hundreds of pairs of shoes the mourners 
left behind, as they ran from the funeral, 
victims of firing. From windows we hear 
grieving mothers, and snow begins to fall 
on us,like ash. Black on edges of flames 
it cannot extinguish the neighborhoods, 
the homes set ablaze by midnight soldiers, 


Kashmir is burning: 


By that dazzling light 


we see men removing statues from temples. 
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We beg them," Who will protect us if you leave?" 
They don't answer, they just disappear 
on the road to the plains, clutching the gods. 

4 
I won't tell your father you have died, Rizwan, 
but where has your shadow fallen, like cloth 
on the tomb of which saint, or the body 
of which unburied boy in the mountains, 
bullet-torn, like you, his blood sheer rubies 
on Himalayan snow? 

I've tied a knot 

with green thread at Shah Hamdan, to be 
untied only when the atrocities 
are stunned by your jeweled return, but no news 
escape the curfew, nothing of your shadow, 
and I'am back, five hundred miles, taking off 
my ice, the mountains granite again as I see 
men coming from those Abodes of Snow 


with gods asleep like children in their arms. 


(For Mo.vi Abdul Hai) 
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The Last Saffron 
۲ 


| will die, in autumn, in Kashmir, 
and the shadowed routine of each vein 
will almost be news, the blood censored, 


for the Saffron Sun and the Times of Rain 


will be sold in black, then destroyed, 
invisibly at Zero Taxi Stand. 
There wull be men nailing tabloids 


to the fence of Grindlay's Bank, 

I will look for any sign of blood 

in captions under the photos of boys, 

those who by inches--- after the April flood 


were killed in fluted water, each voice 


torn from its throát as the Jhelum 
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receded to their accounts and found cash 
sealed in the bank's reflection. 


I will open the waves, draw each hushed 


balance , ready to pay, by any means, 
whatever the drivers ask.The one 
called Eyes of Maple Green 


will promise," l'l] take you anywhere, even 


in curfew hours," and give me a bouquet 


"There's a ban on wreaths!" 


2 
I will die that day in late October, it will be long ago: 

He will take me to Pampore where I'll gather flowers 
and run back to the taxi, stamens | How many 
thousands? crushed to red varnish in my hands: I'll 
shout: " Saffron, my payment!" And he'll break the 
limits, chase each rumor of me." No one's seen 
Shahid," we'll hear again and again, in every tea house 


fom Nishat to Naseem .We will 
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stop by the Shalimar ghats,and we'll descend the steps 
to the water. He'll sever some land---two yards---from 
the shore, I, his last passenger. Suddenly he will age, 
his voice will break, his gaze green water washing me: 
"It won't grow again, his gold from the burned fields of 
Pampore." And he will row the freed earth past the 
security zones,so my blood is news in the Saffron 
Sun setting on the Waves. 
3 
Yes, I remember it, 


the day I'll die, I broadcast the crimson, 


So long ago of that sky, its spread air, 


its rushing dyes, and a piece of earth 


bleeding, apart from the shore, as we went 


on the day I'll die, past the guards, and he, 
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keeper of the world's last saffron, rowed me 


on an island the size of a grave.On 


two yards he rowed me into the sunset, 


past all pain. On everyon's lips was news 


of my death but only that beloved couplet, 


broken, on his: 


"if there is a paradise on earth, 


It is this, it is this jit is this." 


(for Vidur Wazir) 
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"Some Vision of the 


World Cashmere" 


If I could bribe them by a rose 
I'd bring them every flower that grows 
From Amherst to Cashmere! 
—EMILY DICKINSON 


But the phone rings, here in Amherst:" Your 
grandmother is dying. Our village is across the bridge 
over the flood channel, the bridge named Mahjoor." 


"There's no such village!" 


"She had a terrible fall. There is curfew 
everywhere.We havé no way to bring her back.There is 


panic on the roads.Our neighbors have died." 
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There never was such a village... 


" We are your relatives from her mother's mother's 
side.You've heard of us! We once were traders and sold 
silk carpets to the princes ot Calcutta, but now we are 


poor and you have no reason to know us." 


II 

I put the phone down in Srinagar and run into the 
sunlight toward her cottage in our garden. Except for 
her dressing table mirror which Sikander, so long 
dead, is polishing, the arrny has occupied her house, 
made it their dingy office, dust everywhere, on old 
phones, on damp files, on broken desks. In her 
drawing room a clerk types. The colonel, dictating, 
turns around. My lost friend Vir! Srinagar is his city, 
too, he would not have ordered its burning. It is not 
him. Someone else with a smile just as kind, the face 


ofaman who in dreams saves nations. Orrazes cities. 
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"My grandmother is ill .Please send someone with me. 
Please, someone with me in one of your jeeps to the 
village." 

111 

In her room the sun shines on her father--- a 
painting from which he stares, unblinded, at even 
today's sunlight. 

Just then through the back gate some villagers and 
her dead brother are bringing her slowly through the 
poplars, by the roses. I run out: Thank God you're 
alive! She is telling ber brother, Be grateful you died 
before these atrocities. My small home a dark office! 
How will I welcome you? 

IV 

The mirrors have grieved in her absence.They run to 
greet her at the door. It is her home again! Sikander 
has turned on the radio: a song of Mahjoor's, in Raj 
Began's voice:" The whole universe is worth nothing 
more than your shadow. " And I'm holding her hand in 
that sun which is shining on all the summers of my 
childhood, shining on a teardrop in which windows are 

opening, amplifying her voice, as she is telling me, God 


is merciful, God is compassionate. 
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" Lo,A Tint Casmere! / 
Lo, A Rose !" 


---EMILY DICKINSON 


There was another summer: we were listening to 
Radio Kashmir : the bell announced that second of the 


sunset : we broke our fasts then a song: 


Now again, a summer : a summer of her last Yes : we 
are in the verandah, listening: on Radio Kashmir, a 
song: " What can one surrender but the heart/ I yield 


my remaining years to you." 


She is still some how holding the world together: she 


is naming the roses: 


God loves me,no,He's in love with me,He is a jealous 


God, He can't bear my love for you, and you are my 
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My poet gradson,why don't you write of love? 


She is reliving with me her dream within a dream 
within a dream: the mirrors compete for her reflection: 
I see her with endless arms: I see her without 
beginning middle or end: it is the last summer of 
peace: it is the last summer of the last Yes: we are still 
somehow holding the world together: we are naming 
the roses: she lifts her lines of Fate and Life and Heart 
and Mind and presses them, burning, into my palms. 
And then Lo, in her empty hands, I see a Rose! 

II 
" So there is Revolution each day in the heart, / Let 
Sorrow's resplendent autocracy remain." 

Now again, summer: a summer of the last Yes: we are 
in the verandah, listening: 

" So there is revolution each day in the heart"... That 
must be Faiz? I stopped praying once. Once." The earth 
cried out as I bent my forehead to the ground: / You've 


crushed me forever with the weight of your faith." 
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للا 
She is still somehow holding the 0 together: She‏ 


is naming the roses: 


Listen, Some winter ago I was with Nasir in Delhi. Word 
came from America: Nuzhat was dying. And I was left 
alone. Only his alcoholic servant and 1! I fell ill, I 
couldn't walk. The servant said: This is God's will ! A 
nurse from the nearby dispensary gave me an injection. 
I fell into some half-dream, half- sleep, in fever—I don't 
know how long.I see three women,two I recognized, but 
who is the third ? I must be dead and they've come to 
bury me.No, they will persuade me to live ! In a nursing 
home, they gave me a beautiful room. Outside my 
window the garden is full of flowers. And Iam dead 
and this is Paradise and what a beautiful place God has 


given me. 
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Her dream within a dream within a dream: 


Then through the window I see my father and my 
husband. They were so young. They were coming 
toward me, and I wake up in the dream and tell the 
doctor,Don't prolong my agony, don't you see, my 
husband and and my father have come to call me. The 
doctor is telling those women. She's not cooperating. No I 
will take the medicines, I don't want to die. But I see my 
husband and my father— O how long they have been 
dead .O They are so young ! They are in the garden and 
I am dead and I must have done good for God to grant 


me this world — offlowers. 


CC-0. Kashmir Treasures Collection at Srinagar. 


Digitized 81 eGangotri 


۷ 
tf‏ سے غابء نایم AY‏ 


re do bu 7; E يكن مول‎ Uu و‎ PIU 

دان تم دقن ان - Po‏ میم ا مت مشا poles‏ وتان 
rote este B Pig Mee HS‏ رن خانم 
دار atio Hi. EE‏ ونان: ےکا لي eR‏ زک بوزان-ش» 
ب dut‏ يحل نومر ب حان- د پھ Ved‏ کان Ure obe‏ 
oes‏ ن ! ت ہکرام ےا وچ جوا نکیا VA‏ یم FU VA‏ 
رن Tu. of‏ کالبو زپ رگارن دم یر شر 


2 


مرگ 


60-0. Kashmir Treasures Collection at Srinagar. 


82 
Digitized By eGangotri 


The Country Without a Post Office 


... letters sent 


To dearest him that lives alas ! away 


---GERARD MANLEY HOPKINS 


I 
Again I've returned to this country 
where a minaret has been entombed. 
Someone soaks the wicks of clay lamps 
in mustard oil, each night climbs its steps 
to read messages scratched on planets. 
His finger prints cancel blank stamps 
in that archive for letters with doomed 


addresses, each house buried or empty. 


Empty? Beacuase so many fled , ran away, 
and became refugees there , in the plains, 
where they must now will a final dewfall 


to turn the mountains to glass. They'll see 
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us through them see us frantically bury 
houses to save them from fire that, Ikie a wall, 
caves in. The soldiers light it, hone the flames, 


burn our world to sudden papier-mache 


inlaid with gols, then ash, When the muezzin 
died, the city was robbed of every Call. 

The houses were swept about like leaves 

for burning. Now every night we bury 
ourhouses and theirs, the ones left empty. 
We are faithful. On their doors we hang wreaths. 
More faithful each night fire again is a wall 


and we look for the dark as it caves in. 


2 
" We're inside the fire, looking for the dark," 
one card lying on the streets says. "I want 
to be he who pours blood. To soak your hands. 
Or 11 leave mine in the cold till the rain 
is ink, and my fingers, at the edge of pain, 


are seals all night to cancel the stamps." 
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The mad guide! The lost speak like this. They haunt 


a country when it is ash. Phantom heart, 


pray he's alive. I have returned in rain 

to find him, to learn why he never wrote. 
I've brought cash, a currency of paisleys 

to buy the new stamps, rare already, blank, 
no nation named on them. Without a lamp 

I look for him in houses buried, empty__ 
He may be alive, opening doors of smoke, 


breathing in the dark his ash-refrain: 


"Everything is finished, nothing remains." 

I must force silence to be a mirror 

to see his voice again for directions. 

Fire runs in waves. Should I cross that river? 
Each post office is boarded up. Who will deliver 
parchment cut in paisleys, my news to prisons? 
Only silence can now trace my letters 


to him.Or in a dead office the dark panes. 
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3 
"The entire map of the lost will be candled. 
I'm keeper of the minaret since the muezzin died. 
Come soon,l'am alive. There's a paisley 
against the light, sometimes white, then black. 
The glutinous wash is wet on its back 
as it blossoms into autumn's final country . 
Buy it, I issue it only once, at night. 


Come before I'm killed, my voice cancelled." 


In this dark rain, be faithful, Phantom heart, 
this is your pain. Feel it. You must feel it. 

" Nothing will remain, everything 's finished." 

I see his voice again: " This is 2 shrine 

of words. You'll find your letters to me. And mine 
to you. Come soon and tear open these vanished 
envelopes. " And I reach the minaret: 


I'm inside the fire. I have found the dark. 
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This is your pain. You must feel it. Feel it, 
Hear, be faithful to his mad refrain--- 

For he soaked the wicks of clay lamps, 

lit them each night as he climbed these steps 
to read messages scratched on planets. 

His hands were seals to cancel the stamps. 
This is an archive. I've found the remains 

of his voice, that map of longings with no limit. 


4 


I read them, letters of lovers, the mad ones, 

and mine to him from whom no answers came. 
I light lamps, send my answers, Calls to Prayer 
to deaf words across continents. And my lament 
is cries countless, cries like dead letters sent 

to this world whose end was near, always near. 
My words go out in huge packages of rain, 


go there, to addresses, across the oceans. 
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It is raining as I write this. I have no prayer. 

It's just a shout, held in, It's Us! It's Us! 

whose letters are cries that break like bodies 

in prisons. Now each night in the minaret 

I guide myself up the steps. Mad silhouette, 

I throw paisleys to clouds. The lost are like this: 
They bribe the air for dawn, this their dark purpose. 


But there's no sun here. There is no sun here. 


Then be pitiless you whom I could not save . 
Send your cries to me, if only in this way: 

I've found a prisoner's letters to a lover . 

One begins: " These words may never reach you." 
Another ends: " The skin disolves in dew 

without your touch." And I want to answer: 

I want to live forever. What else can I say? 


It rains as I write this. Mad heart, be brave. 


(for James Merill) 
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The Correspondent 


I say "There's no way back to your contry," 

I tell him he must never leave. He cites 

the world : his schedule. I set up barricades: 
the mountain routes are damp; 

there, dead dervishes damascene 

the dark. "I must leave now," his voice ablaze. 


I take off__it's my last resort__my shadow. 


And he walks — there's no electricity__ 

back into my dark, murmurs Kashmir !, lights 
(to a soundtrack of exploding grenades) 

a dim kerosene lamp. 

"We must give back the hour its sheen, 

or this spell will never end... Quick," he says, 


"I've just come with videos — from Sarajevo." 


His footage is priceless with sympathy, 
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close-ups in slow motion: from bombed sites 
to the dissolve of mosques in colonnades. 
Then, wheelchairs on a ramp, 

burning. He fast-forwards: the scene: 

the sun: a man in formal wear: he plays 


on the sidewalk his unaccompanied cello, 


the hour tuned, dusk-slowed, to Albinoni, 

only the Adagio as funeral rites 

before the stars dazzle, polished to blades 
above a barbred-wire camp. 

The cellist disaapears. The screen 

fills first with soldiers, then the dead, their gaze 
fractured white with subtilities. Whose echo 
Inhabits the night? The phone rings. I think he 
will leave. I ask: " When will the satellites 
transmit my songs, carry Kashmir, aubades 
always for dawns to stamp 


True! across seas? " The stars careen 
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down, the lamp dies. He hangs up. A haze 


settles over us. He opens the window, 


points to convoys in the mountains, army 

trucks with dimmed lights. He wants exclusive rights 
to this dream, its fuse quartz of furtive shades. 

He's been told to revamp 

his stories, reincarnadine 

their gloss. I light a candle. He'll erase 


Bosnia, I feel. He will rewind to zero, 


film from there a way back to his country, 
bypassing graves that in blacks and whites 
climb ever up the hills. The wax cascades 
down the stand, silver, clamp 

to fasten this dream, end it unseen. 

In the faltering light, he surveys 


what's left. He zooms madly into my shadow. 
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Son et Lumiere 


at Shalimar Garden 


Brahma's voice is torn water : 
It runs down 
The slopes of Zabarwan 


and Kashmir is 2 Jake 


till a mountain to its west 


is pierced with a trident 


and the valley drained to reveal 


the One Born of Water, 
now easily slain. 


Who was that demon 


of desiccated water? 
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No one knows 


in the drying land 


where a rattle of cones 


is thatching 


the roofs of kingdoms. 


We watch the wind. 
And unhealed, 


the centuries pass: 
Slaves plane the mountains 


with roots they carried 


in trunks from Isfahan: 


Spotlights lash their backs 
as Shalimar blooms into 


the Moghul's thirst for 


terracing the seasons 
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into symmetry. 


In the marble summer palace, 


a nautch-girl pours wine 


into the Emperor's glass, 


splintering the future 


into wars of succession, 


the leaves scattered 


as the wind blows 


an era into 


another dynasty's bloody arms. 
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The City of Daughters 


God gave Noah the rainbow sign, 


No more water, the fire next time ! 


(1990) 


Who has flown in, pitiless, from the plains 

with a crystal goblet in which. rum-dark deg 
he sees the world? He drinks. And cold; the rains 
come down. Now who will save Noah? The Ark 


is set aflame, launched. And God? Here, 
again, why I believe in Him: He put 
‘his lips to my ear and said Nothing. Share, 


then, my heart. anyone | Say farewell, cut 
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my heart loose, row its boat without me 
for I am leaving my world forever. 
Say farewell, say farewell to the city 


(O Sarajevo! O Srinagar !) 


the Alexandria that is forever leaving. 
I am running toward a barbed-wire fence 
and someone is running after me, shouting, 


Take your name away, leave us in suspense: 


whether you vanished? or survived? Garlands 
replace the twisted wire, and I break free... 
bullets fall, rosel, off me, and in my hands, 


without a thread of blood, thorns bury 
(1991) 


their secrets. No , Dream, remain with the waters. 
Troops pour into the city of Daughters 

(his goblet is taken off the mantel shelf), 

and I must row the heart all by myself, 
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I must row the heart (the world is rum-dark ا(‎ 
I'll row it, but not by the rainbow's arc... 

He sees the world; I'll row it by stardust, 

I will sink it to find you, if I must, 


for in this world below zero Fahrenheit 
it's over, the Festival of Light: 
From the shore through her hair blown black 


a mother sees a fleet depart to sack 


a city (a drum mimes the sunset wind: 
In Iphigenia it's night THE END..." 
Will you watch as her blood soaks the alter? 


O too-late wind that did not save a daughterl).. 


In the mosques of the city that is leaving 
forever X suspended in lamps, with floating 
wicks ofoil vessels flare, go out. The years 


have come (Promise me, love, you will be there?), 
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(1993) 
when I must spend my time on every street 
in Hell. The Governor in his mansion rings 
the crystal. It is refilled. The songs 


in Sacredhair go out. An imperial fleet 


of trucks___No more waterl —. enters the square. 
The shops are set afire. Where are you , my love, 
in this world dyed orange — in one stroke mauve? 


(" God's secret: He put His lips to my ear 


and didn't say a thing." — Jaime Sabines). 
"Dear Shahid, they burned the Palladium." 
There, the kiss each weekend at 7 :00 P.M. 


was enshrined, and we tried it, merciless 


to ourselves___ we pulled the kiss off the screen. 
Then the Angel forced us to shut our eyes 
when his wings red-darkened those epic skies: 


In A Tale of Two Cities the guillotine 
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did not stop falling — It is a far, far 
better thing that I do — But when the martyr 
went (" Why wasn't he afraid to die? cried Caesar), 


smiling with each step to death, his lips ajar . 


1994 

targets fora kiss — our eyes were open. 
Now when bullets vine-scatter their pettals 
on our wall, what's left but the horizon 


and a flame's bruised sulfur? After INTERVAL, 


before walls burgeoned petal by petal, 
a cigarette was alive in a finished world. 
I again smell it, the struck matchstick. It's INTERVAL: 


in a mansion rum-dark waters are swirled. 


A cigarette was alive, and it's a finished world  . 
in autumn we plated its final embers. 
The Ark rocked. The waters were swirled. 


Troops poured into the City of Daughters. 


CC-0. Kashmir Treasures Collection at Srinagar. 


Digitized BY bBangotri 


ees‏ شیر دراو 
AL)‏ 3 92597237 
ارو »کر يذ زد تلان NEL vut‏ 
4994 
gea Sr AS‏ 5ڑ - 
2v er A, vis p rz‏ ددس لے 
ULA aM nt t‏ 
یاهدک کرد eb‏ 
ری du SIS‏ 
Az‏ ونم زدلوارن BUS‏ 
مد 
Li‏ یٹ او تز ن حیرص وتس مخز 
fo B - eh‏ 
انس حل aA Lal wre‏ وان 


= عب لت ونا‎ oA ہہ‎ Jio یاوں‎ Kdi 
7227 cb عرد اول زم‎ 


CC-0. Kashmir Treasures Collection at ۰ 


116 
Digitized By eGangotri 


No more water !--- We again plant embers. 
What 's left to abolish in Lal Chowk ? 
Troops burn down the City of Daughters, 


and a tree bursts into branches of smoke. 


In his waters it's the end. In Lal Chowk, 
what's left to abolish ? There is no horizon. 
From the tree we are tearing flowers of smoke, 


no longer targets for a kiss, but our lips open. 
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Muharam 11 2 


Death flies in, thin bureaucrat, from the pleins . 

a one-way passenger, again. The monsoon rains 

smash their bangles, like widows, againsdt the mountains. 
Our hands disappear. He travels first-class, sipping 


champagne. 


One-way passengers again, the monsoon rains 

break their hands. Will ours return,ever,to hold a bouquet? 
He travels first-class. Our hands disappear.Sipping 
champagne, 

he goes through the morning schedule for Doomsday: 


" Break their hands." Wil ours return with guns, ora bouquet? 
Ice hardens its fat near his heart. We're cut to the brains 
He memorizez, clause by clause, the contract for Doomsday. 


We mourn the martyrs of Karbala, our skins torn with chains. 
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We mourn the martyrs of Karbala, our skin torn with chains. 
Ice hardens its fat in his heart, and we're cut to the brains. 
Near the ramp colonels wait with garlands by a jeep. 

(O mourners, Hussain bleeds, tear you skins with chains !) 


The plane lands. In the Vale the children are dead, or asleep: 


He descends. The colonels salute. A captain starts the jeep. 
The Mansion by the lake awaits him with roses, He's driven 
through streets bereft of children: they are dead, not asleep. 

O, when will our hands return, if only broken? 


The Mansion is white, lit up with roses. He is driven 
through streets in which blood flows like Hussain's 
Our hands won't return to us, not even mutilated, when 


Death comes---thin bureaucrat---from the plains. 
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Hans Christian Ostro 


Even today there are no trains 


into the Vale of Kashmir. 


And those defunct trains _ Kashmir Mail 
Srinagar Express__took 

pilgrims only till the last of the plains. 

There , in blue struck buses, they forsook 

the monsoon. What iron could be froged to rail 


like faith through mountains 


star-sapphired, by dawn amethyst? 

It's not a happy sound... 

There is such pathos in the cry of trains: 
Words breathed aloud the inward-bound. 
Bruised by trust O Heatrt bare amidst 


fire arms turquise with veins 
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from love's smoke -mines blessed infidel 
who wants your surrender? 

I cannot protect you: these are my hands. 
I'll wait by the deep-jade river; 

you'll emerge from the mist of Jewel Tunnel: 


O the peaks one commands  . 


Amiracle! — from there... Will morning 
suffice to dazzle blind 

beggars to sight? Whoso gives life to a soul 
shall be as if he had to all of mankind 
given life. Or will your veins' hurt lightning _ 
the day streaked with charcoal . 

betray you, beautiful stranger 

sent to a lovelorn people 

longing for God? Their river torn apart, 
they've tied waves around their ankles, 
mourning the train that save its passenger 


wil at night depart 
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for drowning towns. And draped in rain 
of the last monsoon-storm, 

a beggar, ears pressed to that metal cry, 
will keep waiting on a ghost-platform, 
holding back his tears, waving every train 
Good-bye and good-bye. 


A Villanelle 


When ruins dissolve like salt in water, 
only then will they have destroyed everything. 
Let your blood till then embellish the slaughter, 


till dawn soaks up its inks, and "On their blotter 


of fog the trees/ Seem a botanical drawing." 


"Will the ruins dissolve like salt in water? 
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A woman combs  atnoon the ruins for her daughter. 
Chechnya is gone. What roses will you bring . 


plucked from shawls at dusk to wr6eathe the slaughter 2 


Or are these words plucked from God that you've brought her, 
this comfort: They will not have destroyed everything 


till the ruins,too, are destroyed? Like salt in water, 


what else besides God disappears at the altar? 
O Kashmir, Armenia once vanished. Words are nothing, 


just rumors like roses to embellish a slaughter: 


these of a columnist: "The world will not stir"; 
these on the phone: " When you leave in the morning, 
you never know if you'll return." Lost in water, 


blood falters; then swirled to roses, it salts the slaughter. 
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After the August Wedding 


in Lahore, Pakistan, 


We all__ Save the couple! returned to pain, 
some in Massachusetts, some in Kashmir 
where, wet by turns, Order's dry campaign 
had glued petals with bullets to each pane 
Sarajevo Roses | A gift to glass, 

that city's name. What else breaks? A lover's pain! 
But happiness? Must it, too, bring pain? 
Question I may ask because ofanight . 

by ice-sculptures, all my words sylvanite 
under one gaze that filled my glass with pain. 
That thirst haunts as does the fevered dancing, 


flames dying among orchids flown in from Sing- 


aporel Sing then, not of promising 

but the Promised End. Of what final pain, 
what image of that horror can I sing? 

to be forgotten the most menacing! 


Those "Houseboat Days in the Vale of Kashmir," 
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ME Es eGangotri 
for instance ,in '29: Did they sing 
just for love then, or was love witnessing 
its departure for other thirsts the glass 
of Dal Lake ruffled half by "Satin Glass", 
that chandeliered boat barely focusing 
on emptiness last half of any night? 
In Lahore the chanteuse crooned "Stop the Night" 
the groom's request after the banquet. Night, 
that Empress, is here, your bride. She will sing! 
Her limbs break like chrysanthemums. O night, 
What hints have been passed in the sky tonight? 
leave them unable to prophesy this night? 
With a rending encore, she closed the night. 
There was, like this, long ago in Kashmir, 
amoment  aftera concert, outside Kashmir 
Book Shop that left me stranded, by midnight, 
in a hotel mirror. Would someone glass 


mein from what? Filled, I emptied my glass, 


lured by a stanger's eyes into their glass. 
There, nothing melted, as in Lahore's night: 
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Heat had brought sweat to the lip of my glass 
put sculptures kept iced their aberrant glass. 
To be forgotten my most menacing 

image of the End. expelled from the glass 
of someone's eyes as if no full-length glass 

had held us, safe, from political storms? Pain, 
then , becomes love's thirst the ultimate pain 
to lose a stranger! O, to have said, glass 
in hand, "Where Thou art that is home  / 
Cashmere Or Calvary. the same"! In the Casmir 
and Poison and Brut air, my rare Cashmere 
thrown off, the stranger knew my arms are glass, 
that banished from Eden ( on earth: Kashmir) 
into the care of storms ( it rains in Kashmir, 
in Lahore, and here in Amherst tonight), 
in each new body I would drown Kashmir. 

A brigadier says, The boys of Kashmir 
break so quickly, we make their bodies sing, 
on the rack, till no song is left to sing. 


"Butterflies pause/On their passage Cashmere. —" 
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And happiness: must it only bring pain? 
The century is ending. It is pain 

from which love departs into all new pain" 
Freedom's love to its tormented glass. 


Stranger, who will inherit the last night 
of the past? Of what shall I not sing, and sing? 


( for Shafaq Hussain) 
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LENOX HILL 


(In Lenox Hill Hospital, after surgery, 
my mother said the sirens sounded like 
the elephants of Mihirgul when his men 


drove them off cliffs in the Pir Panjal Range. ) 

The Huns so loved the cry, one falling elephant's, 
he wished to hear it again. At dawn, my mother 
heard, in her hospital-dream of elephants, 

sirens wail through Manhattan like elephants 
forced off Pir Panjal's rock cliffs in Kashmir: 

The soldiers, so ruled, had rushed the elephants. 
The greatest of all footprints is elephant's 

said Buddha. But not lifted from universe, 

those prints vanished forever into the universe, 
though nomads still break news of those elephants 
as if it were just yesterday the air spread the dye 


("War's annals will fade into night/ Ere their story die’). 
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the punishing khaki whereby the world sees us die 

out mourning you. O massacred elephants! 

Months later, in Amherst, she dreamt:she was, with dia 
-monds,being stoned to death. I prayed:If she must die, 
let it only be some dream. But there were times, Mother, 
while you slept, that I prayed, "Saints, let her die." 

Not, I swear by you, that I wished you to die 

but to save you as you were, young, in song in Kashmir, 
and I, one festival, crowned Krishna by you, Kashmir 
listening to my flute. You never let gods die. 

Thus I swear, here and now, not to forgive the universe 
that would let me get used to a universe 

without you. She, she alone, was the universe 

as she earned, like a galaxy, her right not to die, 

defying the Merciful of the Universe. 

Master of Disease, "in the circle of her traverse" 

of drug-bound time. And where was the god of elephants 
plunp with Fate, when tusk to tusk, the universe, 


dyed green, became ivory? Then let the universe, 
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like Paradise, be considered a tomb. Mother, 

they asked me, So how's the writing? 1 answered my mother 
is my poem. What did they expect? For no verse 

sufficed except the promise, fading, of Kashmir 

and the cries that reached you. from the cliffs of Kashmir 
(across fifteen centuries) in hospital.Kashmir, 

she is dying! How her breathing drowns out the Universe 
as she sleeps in Amherst. Windows open on Kashmir: 
There, the fragile wood-shrines---so far away--of Kashmir 
O Destroyer, let her return there, if just to die. 

Save the right she gave its earth to cover her, Kashmir 
has no rights. When the windows close on Kashmir, 

I see the blizzard-fall of ghost-elephants. 

I hold back--she couldn't bear it--one elephant's 

story: his return (in a country far from Kashmir) 

to the jungle where each year, on the day his mother 


died, he touches with his trunk the bones of his mother. 
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like Paradise, be considered a tomb. Mother, 

they asked me, So how's the writing? 1 answered my mother 
is my poem. What did they expect? For no verse 

sufficed except the promise, fading, of Kashmir 

and the cries that reached you. from the cliffs of Kashmir 
(across fifteen centuries) in hospital. Kashmir, 

she is dying! How her breathing drowns out the Universe 
as she sleeps in Amherst. Windows open on Kashmir: 
There, the fragile wood-shrines---so far away--of Kashmir 
O Destroyer, let her return there, if just to die. 

Save the right she gave its earth to cover her, Kashmir 
has no rights. When the windows close on Kashmir, 

I see the blizzard-fall of ghost-elephants. 

I hold back--she couldn't bear it--one elephant's 

story: his return (in a country far from Kashmir) 

to the jungle where each year, on the day his mother 


died, he touches with his trunk the bones of his mother. 
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"As you sit by me here, you're just like my mother," 

she tells me. I imagine her: a bride in Kashmir, 

she's watching, at the Regal, her first film with Father. 

If only I could gather you in my arms, Mother, 

Id save you---now my daughter---from God. The universe 
opens its ledger. I write: How helpless was God's mother! 
Each page is turned to enter grief's accounts. Mother, 

I see a hand. Tell me it's not God's. Let it die. 

I see a hand. It is filling with diamonds. Please let it die 
Are you somewhere, alive, somewhere alive, Mother? 

Do you hear what I once held back: in one elephant's 


cry, by his mother's bones, the cries of those elephants 


that stunned the abyss? Ivory blots out the elephants. 

1 enter this: The Beloved leaves one behind to die. 

For compared to my grief for you, what are those of Kashmir, 
and what (I close the ledger) are the griefs of the universe 


when I remember you---beyond all accounting--O my mother? 
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"formal precision and 
rua: se poems, as well as their 
"soften searing imagery, derive from Agha 
~~ Shahid Ali's response to Kashmir's agony. 

^. But this is poetry whose appeal is 
universal, its voice unerringly eloquent. A 

marvelous achievement. 
— EDWARD SAID 
Translucent elegies ‘for the city that is 
leaving forever (Srinagar) from one of its 
sons, who happens to be one of America's 
finest younger poets. 
JOHAN ASHBERY 
Shafi Shuaq (1950-) Poet, critic linguist, did 
his M.A., M.Phil and Ph. D in English from 
the University of Kashmir and teaches 
there. Author of several books, Shauq writes 
in Kashmiri, English, Hindi and Urdu. 


